
The troublefome Taigne 

Flying the fury of your conquering fword, 

A sTharaoh earft within the bloody lea. 

So he and his enuironed with the tide. 

On Liticolne wadies all were ouerwhelmed. 

The Barons fled, our forces cad: away. 

Lew. Was ener heard fitch vuexpe&ed newes ? 

Mef Yet Lodomke reuiue thy dying heart, 

King John and all his forces are confunTd. 

The Idle thou needs the aide of Englilh carles, 

The Idle thou necdft to grieue thy Nauies wracfcej 
And follow times aduantage with fiiceeffe. 

Lewis , Brauc Fnenchmen arm’d with magnanimitie, 
March after Lervi',who will lead you on 
To chafe the Barons power that wants a head, 

For tohn is drown’d, and 1 am Englands King. 

Though our munition and our men be loft, 

‘Fhiltp of France will fend vs frdli fuppiies. Exeunt. 

Enter two Friers l dying a doth. 

Fr. Dilpatch,difpatch,the King defires to eate, 

Would a might eat his laft for the loue he beares to church 
men. 

Fr. T am of thy mxnde too , and fo it fhould be and we 
might be our owr.ecaruers. 

I maruell why they dine here in the Orchard. 

Fr. I know not . nor 1 care not. The King comes. 
lob. Come on Lord Abbot,fliaIl we fit together ? 

Ab. Pleafeth your Grace fit downe. 
job. Take your places firsjio pompein penury, all beg- 
gers and friendes may come , whereNeceffitiekeepes the 
hou(e,curtefie is barr'd the table. 'fit downe Philip. 

My Lord , I am loth to allude fo much to the pro- 
tierb.honors change maners: a King is a King, though For- 
tune do her vror ft, & we as dutiful! in defpite of her frown,* 
as if your Highnes were now in the higheft tipe of dignity. 

/ oh. Come, no more adoe, and you tell me much of dig- 
nity, you’l marre my appetite in a furfet of forrow. 

What 
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of Kjng lohn . 

what checre Lord Abbot,mc thinks ye frown like an hoft 
that knows his gueft hath no money to pay the reckning ? 

Mo nay Liege , if I frowne at all, it is, for I feare 
this cheere too homely to entertaine (o mighty a gueft as 
your Maieftie. 

I thinke rather, my Lord Abbot, you remember 
my laft being here , when I went in progrefle for powches, 
and the rancor of his heart breakes out in his countenance, 
to (hew he hath not forgot me. 

Ab . Not fo my Lori, you, and the tneaneft follower of 
his Maiefty,are heartily welcome to me. 

CHon. WafTellmy Liege, and as a poore Monke may 


fay, welcome to Swinfleaa. 

I ohn , Begin Monke, and report hereafter thou waft ta- 
ftertoaKing. (owne heart. 

Mo». As much health to your HighnetTe as to mine 
lob. I pledge thee kind Monke. (England. 

Mon. The merrieft draught , that euer was drunke in 
Am I not too bold with your Highntfle ? 
lob. Not a whit,all friends a.nd fellowes for a time. 

Mon. If the inwards of a toad be a compound of any 
ptoofe : why fo it workes.. 

1 Job. Stay Philip, where's the Monke ? 

1 Safi. He is dead my Lord. 

Ioh. Then drinke not Philip for a world of wealth. 
What cheere my Liege ? your colour gins to change, 
Ioh. So doth my life : O Philip, l am poifen’d. 

The Monke, the DiueU,th'e poyfongins to rage. 

It will depofe my feifea King from raigne. 

Baft. This Abbot hath an intereft in this act. 

At all aduentures take thou that from me. 


There lie the Abbot, Abbey Lubber, Riuell. 

March with the Monke vnto the gates cfHeli. 

How fares try Lord ? 

Ioh. Philip , fome drinke, oh for the frozen Alpes. 

To tumble on and coole, this inward heate, 

Thatragcth as the foaiace feuen-fold bote.. 

To 






